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	A Bittersweet Goodbye

**Warning: Spoilers! Do not read if you have not played through Halo: Reach, or despise spoilers. If you don't mind them, read on! And if you haven't played GO DO IT!**

Noble Six watched as Jorge ripped his dog tags from around his thick neck and could not help but shake her head as he spoke. "Listen Six, Reach has been good to me." He held up his hand, tags glinting in the dim light of the station around them. Six didn't hesitate, but clasped his hand, holding tight as he pressed his tags into her palm. "It's time to return the favor."

Six tilted her head up, helmet hiding her face as she watched the big man before her. Suddenly his impossibly strong arms were around her, lifting her from the ground like she was a child. She could do nothing but brace herself against his forearm, still clinging to his hand like a life-line. Fear welled inside her, but not fear for her own safety, fear for her brother, her comrade, her partner.

"Jorge..." She said softly, barely a whisper as he walked them towards the airlock, his helmet long forgotten on the ground behind. "Jorge, please..." She gasped as her feet dangled uselessly and sorrow quickly replaced her fear, leaving her limp, but no less pained in her heart.

"Don't deny me this." He chided her gently, his face stern, exaggerating the scars that marked his skin. She shook her head, everything felt heavy and light while she hung limp in his grasp. She'd learned long ago that emotion had no place in war, and war was certainly where they were. Instead of saying anything else, she let her head fall forward to rest on his collar, taking what small comfort she could from him one last time.

"Goodbye Jorge." She said softly when she felt him slow. He looked down at her and a small, sad smile burned itself into her mind for the rest of her days.

"Tell them to make it count." He ordered firmly and suddenly she was weightless, falling backwards, one hand clasped tightly to her chest, dogtags digging into her palm, the other reaching for the Spartan that drew further and further away.

All too soon she was too far away to even make out the lock she'd been tossed from. She let her head fall back and allowed gravity to take her, the ground rushing for her to break her bones. Armor locking at the last possible moment she slammed to ground so hard it rattled her entire body and knocked the consciousness from her.

**AN:/ For some reason his last hoorah just...*sigh* Him and Kat actually...screw it they are all badasses. Anyways, this isn't meant to be shippy, it just popped into my head and I thought I'd share. I'm still working on ****_Survivor_****so that should be out here soon. **

**I think I have a problem with fanfics...I write too damn many.**


End file.
